


If you knew how much pain immobility 
produces. But you think you’ve already 

gone too far. Lies. You were just unat-
tainable. If you knew the harm you 

do when you give voice to silen-
ce. But you think you’ve already 

said too much about yourself. 
It isn’t fair. You were alone in 

your room. Absence of coor-
dinates. No signal. Full moon. 

The veil slips away. Defused 
traps. Freedom comes.
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In 1910 Filippo Tommaso Marinetti wrote 
“The multiplied man and the realm of the 
machine”, a text in which he declared to 
aspire “to the creation of a non-human type”.
Over a hundred years have passed and 
today the question of Marinetti is more re-
levant than ever. The obsolescence of the 
human body is imminent and science, art 
and technology have long wondered what 
the frontiers of the anthropic dimension are.

Post-humanism is often a reflection on the 
future fate of men. However it can also re-

present a battle against the identity and 
social limits imposed by the human race.

We live in a reality that is slowly understan-
ding how there is no gender binarism at all and 

how many shades of identity exist instead.
The theme of gender dysphoria is em-

braced by a series of artists of the drag 
queen scene, who create and interpret 

creatures that go beyond the boundaries 
of the human, with the use of imagina-

tion, costume and make-up. The artists 
in question are Salvia, Hungry and the 
duo Fecal Matter, pioneers of a new phe-
nomenon, the distorted drag, characteri-
zed by pale and emaciated faces, ghost-
ly eyes, alien foreheads, protuberances 
and long-limbed bodies without gender.
How can people with such scary fe-
atures turn out to be so vulnerable?
For the Canadian duo Fecal Matter, the 
inspiration to aliens reflects the state of 
unease experienced when they relate to 
the real world. It is for this reason that they 
have decided to create a collection for all 
the outcasts of society, who suffer their own 
abuses on a daily basis. Welsh adolescent 
Salvia and German Hungry share similar 
stories, dictated by prejudice and ignoran-
ce, which are exorcised through their art.
These four human beings believe in the power 
of subjective beauty, becoming bearers of 
a very broad message of inclusiveness. A 
post-human beauty, not very far after all.
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Ambiguity, different interpretations, 
no certainty. Anomaly, repetition and 
yet multiplication. Suddenly the er-
ror. Then dissatisfaction, which turns 
into space between the viewer and 
the object, which generates a space 
inside the body of who thinks. Object 
and space, space and observer.

Pirandello in “Così è se vi pare” gave the 
green light to the point of view of others 
and left the viewer the opportunity to 
grasp the meaning of the artwork or the 
lack of it. Tomaso develops a different 
technique, he offers the public the pos-
sibility of evaporating his point of view. 
Why rely on your certainties? Why rely 
on a more direct usability of the artwork, 
when you can reset your flow stream of 
thoughts? And therefore to find itself in 
serendipity, and therefore, let the gaze 
wander in a vibrational space. The per-
ception of the beholder moves clear in 
«a constellation of ambiguous planes». 
Tomaso’s poetics reflects some situa-
tions of past or present society, throu-
gh the disturbing element and contradi-
ction. The structures lose stability, the 
forms are deformed and the perspective 
is blurred by the subversive power of the 
artist, together with the point of view of 
the observer. The «choreography of the 
gaze» that the artworks provoke in the 
viewer reveals a new way of seeing to 
overcome categorizations.

Error, anomaly and repetition. What me-
aning do you attribute to these terms?
«I believe they have always represented 
coordinates for me, the Cartesian axes 
on which I moved my research. They are 
also terms that do not have a precise 
boundary: they have specific physical pro-
perties, as if they were materials, but they 
are also somewhat unstable. They chan-
ge according to the look, the moment, the 
intentions, the will. But the most important 
thing for me is that they are somehow ter-
ms related to guilt. I would like my work 
to be an instrument to get rid of guilt, and 
what better way to do it than to start from 
what is to blame: to make mistakes, be 
anomalies, stumble over repetitions.»

Why is it important that the point of view 
“evaporates”?
Because identity is an unstable substan-
ce, and must be explored in its “gaseous” 
state. Defining is different from identifying 
oneself, in the terms in which to draw a 
border, being placed, is not the same 
thing as finding oneself, as one can find 
an oasis in the desert. I have been thin-
king about how to “lose” an identity. This 
is the meaning: Capital does not discri-
minate on the basis of race or gender, 
but only on the possibility of spending. 
The true consumer can take advantage 
of multiple identities transversally, define 
himself more and more, be himself / her-
self to the nth degree - the more specific 
you are, the better you are, the better -. 
The imperative is “just buy it!” If you can’t 
afford it, well, it’s your fault - maybe we 
begin to glimpse what I am getting at -. 
Here, a certain discourse on identity, the-
refore on the point of view, is imbued with 
this sense of “I”. If it is capital as a system 
of values that must be challenged, we 
cannot allow ourselves to be captivated 
by an identity understood in these terms. 
It makes no sense to chase the myth of a 
specificity without a loss of sense of self. 
Instead I strongly believe in the principle 
of individuation, a self-discovery through 
a “forgetfulness”. I want to produce things 
(yes, the scorned things), that make me 
forget who I am. It is interesting how, the 
more we forget about ourselves and reject 
static and predefined identities, the more 
we find ourselves, we know each other.

You talk about abandoning the percep-
tion of objects as they are. Do you apply 
this concept in your everyday life?
«I think it’s about trying to get to know the 
world».

How do your artworks come out? What is 
your inspiration?
I want my works to be tools, like a ham-
mer. Art is useful in this sense, it makes 
us forget. I always try to find a tension in 
my artworks towards this purpose.

Are you planning new artworks? During 
our conversation you mentioned Berlin, 
where will you take your art in the fu-
ture?
I’m working on several projects for next 
year, focusing on the toxicity of objects. 
Berlin has become a home, I think I want 
to stay here for a while ...

Through “Ein Reiner Morgen in Amerika” 
you talk about how the sculptures deci-
de to be-what-they-should-not-be. What 
or who we should not be?
You should be yourself, and these sculp-
tures wanted to be completely different. I 
mean, once again, escaping some taxo-
nomies, a hymn to the non working con-
dition.

“Behind the curtain I am the curtain”: 
what does the name of this project 
mean? What are the intentions behind 
the creation of this project? How much 
and what transpires from the curtain?
The title is inspired by a childhood story 
by Walter Benjamin, when he talks about 
the game of hide and seek. The Benjamin 
child who, hiding in the wardrobe or, in-
deed, behind a curtain, is terrified by the 
possibility of disappearing (becoming that 
wardrobe, that curtain), if he were pierced 
by the eyes of the adult who is looking for 
him. In the economy of becoming-other-
from-the-self it seemed like a fitting title.
I wanted to create an architecture without 
a real flair, suspended in a ridiculous imi-
tation of itself, which entertained a story 
made of objects. We soon realize that 
anything transpires from the curtain: we 
are not the ones who see, it is she who 
looks. Turning in a labyrinthine but at the 
same time completely visible structure, 
we in turn, involuntarily play hide and 
seek. We keep our eyes closed, as if this 
would guarantee us the fact of not being 
seen and avoid turning us into something 
we are not: a curtain, a dresser, a sofa. 
We give things our spirit, in a strange form 
of magical, animistic materialism.



In a famous interview with Larry McCaf-
fery in the summer of 1993, David Fo-
ster Wallace describes the postmodern 
era as a savage party that turned out of 
control («It’s not a perfect analogy, but 
the sense I get of my generation of wri-
ters and intellectuals or whatever, is that 
it’s 3:00 A.M. and the couch has seve-
ral burn-holes and somebody’s thrown 
up in the umbrella stand, we’re wishing 
the revel would end»). If it was three in 
the morning in 1993, today it’s more like 
6am and the first lights of dawn are brea-
king outside. No one has gone home yet 
and disaster is unfolding as we look on, 
powerless. Although apparently maimed, 
precarious, the decayed modernism of 
this work still displays its subversive po-
tency in these sculptures - their ability to 
transcend polarities or categorization, 
their substantial and programmatic de-
fiance of being explained away in simple 
terms due to their unity as a whole. Each 
bearing the name of a person, the sculp-
tures are like a jungle of houseplants or 
the complex landscape that can evolve 
within the confines of an overfull ashtray, 
the figures seem to have decided to be 
what they shouldn’t be.

From Tomaso De Luca’s portfolio





The work starts with a short writing, inspi-
red by the inventory of objects of Carlo 
Mollino’s house in Turin. Each object of 
the inventory stands as a chapter of the 
story, where a single man comes back 
to his apartment after a party, intoxica-
ted with drugs and alcohol. He starts to 
talk with the surrounding objects, dealing 
with their ghostly presence and reflecting 
on his relationship with consumption. 
The sixteen drawings are framed in a 
massive architectural structure, made 
of iron, smoked acrylic, folding doors 
and Vienna straw, all liminal materials in 
Carlo Mollino’s house, which apparently 
didn’t have the right to be transcribed in 
the inventory.

From Tomaso De Luca’s portfolio
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ENTOMOPHAGY, THE FEEDING 
REGIME BASED ON EATING BUGS, 
IS ONE OF THE MOST INGRAINED 
WESTERN ALIMENTARY TABOOS.

category of what you can eat, it will be sur-
rounded by disgust, a fundamental survival sy-
stem, that in addition of incorporating a phy-
sical dimension, also encompasses the moral 
one, designating what can’t be eaten because it 
is sacrum or impure. So eating bugs becomes 
not allowed, because the abominable and the 
abject infect automatically, with a mechanical 
act like a punishment. However, in communi-
ties based on a system of restriction and social 
obligations, people eat coleoptera, isoptera, 
odonata and diptera as food, infringing nor-
mal prohibitions. This is the case of a local 
situation in Friuli Venezia Giulia where it is 
practiced eating lepidoptera of the genus Zy-

Impurity of food and contamination of the 
human: in the moment people eat food, this 
is absorbed and becomes one with the flesh of 
who is eating it. Entomophagy, the feeding re-
gime based on eating bugs, is one of the most 
ingrained western alimentary taboos. Food in 
fact, more than a sensory experience dictated 
by necessity, is also a real cultural practice 
whereby everybody sits at a common table. 
By staying together, the community establi-
shes and shapes the taste, defining a line of 
division between what is edible and what is 
not. Enjoying food is not just about feeling the 
taste, being this the most synaesthetic sense. 
Therefore, where a food is not covered in the 



gaena and Synotmis of which is eaten the craw, 
full of sugary substances; or the case in the 
dairy production of different and clandestine 
cheeses with worms made by the action of the 
Piophila casei. But it is exactly the feeling of 
devotion to the roots that allows the consump-
tion of bugs in these groups: by eating insects 
you improve your link with your homeland, 
but also with the whole community of origin 
with which you share such violation. In this 
case, in fact, the bug is not an alien and exotic 
food belonging to other alimentary cultures, 
but it becomes autochthonous food offered by 
one’s own land. But in entomophagyc groups 
it is rare admitting to eat bugs and it is prefer-

red to use the alimentary term of dish to talk 
about it: a reticence, as if this lexical gap can 
preserve only the gastronomic identity of the 
product, removing the link with that unclean 
world made of maggots and worms. What is 
good to eat must be first of all good to think 
about, appropriate and not disgraceful. Not 
only the health of the body but also and espe-
cially the salvation of the soul.
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We travel and see more, with planes, of cour-
se, but also with the mind. We fly between 
prohibition and concession, convention and 
rebellion, in the alternation of contemporary 
ways of being and appearing. With the clea-
rance of corporeity and unorthodox sexuali-
ty we have been allowed to free our perver-
sions, and show interest in places that are 
still unexplored. We set off for distant destina-
tions, to venture between the most evoca-

tive pleasures and attractions, where the-
re is no boundary between impulses and 

eroticism. However, it is from the sixties 
youthquake that we allude to an appa-

rently licit sexuality, suspended between 
rejection and acceptance. So when is the 

journey for sexual purposes and when is 
it not? It is a thin line, which separates 

the two possibilities, and is made up of 
preconceptions. We consider intimacy as 

a human need, actually assigning it an 
accessory function. When we talk about 

sex we mean the context that surrounds 
it, which is made of passion, intimacy, con-
nection, power or lack of it. Pleasure, in fact, 
is a condition given by the combination of 
these elements, which we also find on the 
occasion of a journey. So is there really a 
difference between the sexual pleasures 
and the pleasures of a vacation? Based on 
this question new destinations have been 
created where the erotic concept can be 
shared. Here are the new formulas for tra-
veling between pleasures.









From above, with the same perspective 
of dominion of the raptor seeking for his 
prey, the victim that satisfies its needs. 
Food is born as an immediate and con-
crete answer to the prosaic physiological 
call of feeding: you eat to appease hun-
ger and survive. But it hides a voluptuo-
us component that is emerging more and 
more in time, overcoming its traditional 
status of nourishment. No more food 
to eat, but to watch, to smell, to 
touch: a food that can synaesthe-
tically satisfy all the senses because 
intended and conceived in a new way, 
placed over the simple edible dimension. 
Cooking becomes, in this way, ornamen-
tal, a gastronomic spectacularization 
and so, like in the past ages, the table 
returns to be laid, becoming banquet of 
the Renaissance. Food returns to be still 
life to immortalize promptly, to steal it 
to the incessant flow of time that could 
inexorably consume and damage it. No 
more light shows like in Caravaggio’s 
paintings between shadowy and illumi-

Sassuolo_5 june_Angelica



nated areas, no more wealth of details 
or abundance of dishes and tools as 
in the flemish tradition, but saturated 
and uniform colours, bright and de-
void of inner shades, almost pop. The 
represented plates excite the appetite, 
cause the salivation in a pavlovian way, 
preconize the taste, anticipate the fla-
vor with a visual hypertrophy, that 
is able to point up the raw ma-
terial composing the dish. Food 
is thus represented iper real, so iper 
real that it becomes almost surreal, tur-
ning for that reason into an icon, a kind 
of fetish, an object of desire placed the-
re, on a still laid table where, between 
glasses and cutlery, there are crumbs 
and remains of an omnivorous predator 
that has eaten his meal.
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It’s late. As always, she cannot manage 
her time and the precipitous situation, 
punctually, when the keys disappe-
ar, lost in the chaos. It’s time to stop, 
it seems like an eternity. Inhale ... She 
throws it in her bag without looking and 
heads off to the street. At that point she 
does not stop, time is an instant. Bre-
athe in... A lipstick finished a long time 
ago, that she can not throw away. Re-
member of a special kiss. A small bottle 
of damask rose, essence used sparin-
gly. Indissoluble maternal bond. A green 
velvet hair clip, because the difference 
is in the details. Rebel little girl dressed 
as a doll. Her twenty-year-old image in 
a passport photo, so many years have 
passed. Seems like yesterday. A bottle 
of water that she always forgets to fill 
... receipts, train tickets never validated. 
There was no time to do it. Sooner or 
later I’ll have to empty this purse. Mint 
candies. Strawberry jelly, bought last 
summer in France. Here is the phone, I 
always lose it. It loves hiding in the cor-
ners, between a packet of tobacco and 
an ultra thin absorbent. Suddenly, a nail 
gets caught in a lace fantasy. It breaks.
It hurts. As if she was poking around 
in the underwear drawer. Everything 
comes out of her bag, including a slip. 
She smiles. Unbelievable, it’s still here 
since that night ...
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The rustle of the sliding doors. The creaking of the porter’s cart. The graceless ring of disc phones. I am
 standing tiptoe to talk to the concierge. B

ut I can only see his hands, holding 
the brass keys that w

ill open our room
s. E

m
pty apartm

ents, beds in w
hich no one sleeps any longer. 



I can hear the sweaty noise of people walking around the pool with their wet flip flops, carrying towels and bags. Mothers yelling 
at their children, children playing in the water. My hair is still wet and dinner is in a few minutes. No, the pool is drained. I have a 
look around: here, now, everything is quiet.



The dining room is always crowded, the buffet table is so tempting that I can’t even choose what to taste first. The steam of the 
hot soup fogs my glasses. The sweet taste of chocolate and the sour of berries, melted in my mouth. I am still holding the dirty 
teaspoon, but no dessert was served to me. 

No guest has entered here for 
thirty years. It’s just me, and the 
crystal clear sound of the front 
desk bell.





IN THE BEGINNING, THERE WERE THE TABLOIDS. THE 
GLOSSY MAGAZINES CREATED DIVAS, EXPLOITING 
EVERY ASPECT OF THEIR PRIVATE LIVES, EVERY JUICY 
DETAIL, EVERY SECRET.  THEN, IT CAME THE TV, ALWAYS 
CREATING NEW IDOLS FOR THE INSATIABLE AUDIENCE. 
THEN THE SMALL SCREEN BECAME EVEN SMALLER, SO 
THAT IT COULD FIT THE PALM OF OUR HAND: IN THAT MO-
MENT, EVERYONE COULD ACTUALLY BECOME FAMOUS 
FOR FIFTEEN MINUTES (AND 15.000 LIKES, AT LEAST). WE 
COULD MADE A DEAL WITH THE DEVIL JUST WITH THE 
TOUCH OF OUR FINGERS: OUR PRIVACY IN EXCHANGE 
OF POPULARITY. NAME, SURNAME, PICTURES. A TON OF 
PICTURES. AND THEN, IN THE MIDDLE OF THIS OVERDO-
SE OF SHOTS, SOMEONE DECIDED TO TURN THEIR BACK 
TO THE CAMERA. TO HIDE THEMSELVES. FOLLOWING 
A LONG LITERARY TRADITION, ARTISTS STARTED TO 
WORK UNDER FAKE NAME, LETTING THEIR WORK SPEAK 
FOR THEMSELVES. BLU, BANKSY, TVBOY. HIDDEN FACE, 
LOUD WORK. GEORGE SAND USED TO WRITE UNDER 
A PSEUDONYM  SO THAT PEOPLE COULD JUDGE HER 
BOOK, NOT THE WOMAN WHO WROTE IT. BUT WHY IS 
ELENA FERRANTE DOING THE SAME THING, TODAY? IS 
ANONYMITY A FORM OF PROTEST, OF PROTECTION OR 
IS IT JUST A CLEVER MARKETING CHOICE? ONE THING 
IS SURE: IT WORKS, NOT JUST IN LITERATURE: IT IS BE-
COMING AN INTERESTING TREND ALSO IN MUSIC. DAFT 
PUNK PERFORM WEARING A FULL-FACE HELMET. GORIL-
LAZ PERFORM DISGUISED AS A CARTOON. MYSS KETA 
HIDES HER FACE BEHIND DARK GLASSES AND A MASK. 
DIVISM, TODAY, IS ICONIC ABSENCE. MINA LED THE WAY 
AND TAUGHT A LESSON TO EVERYONE: IF YOU WANT AT-
TENTION, JUST LEAVE. VANISH.   





Milan 2016. In an apartment, two girls play 
dress-up, like when you have to get rea-

dy to go to a party.

They came from Greece to Milan to 
study fashion. Both are part of the fa-
shion system: One studies to become a 
designer, the other deals with direction 
and scenography. And while one plays 
model, the other takes pictures. The 
model is embarrassed, she doesn’t 
want her face to appear in the images, 
so for all the shots she starts to hide 
her face with a piece of black cloth. The 
result was to have the phone gallery 
full of similar photos, but with a feature, 
at the same time mysterious and fun. 
Idea. Why not make it an Instagram 
profile? And so it was. Checking Invoi-
ces was born, an anonymous duo ba-
sed on nothing. Hidden faces behind a 
mask that they define  “making fashion 
having fun”. The mask, after all, is fa-
scinating. It’s their identity, as serious 
as it is ironic.


















